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In the sooo booh it is 
written 'those who uve 
by the sword shall perish 
by itt'" and thus it came to 
pass that when from up out 
of the depths of the sea 
there came the brown 
terror of nazism to enovlf 
the peaceful south sea isle 
of agoona ■■ a mesh of 
circumstance was spun 
which brought the web 
half across the earth to 
seal the doom of those 
who flouted the words 
of the scripture!? 
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AMOVE THE SiASfiHEMOUi LAU4H- 
TEA Or THE U-BOAT CAPTAIN. ■ 
FATHER JOHN LlfiTS HIS VOICE 
IN PRAYER. J l T 
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IS SOMETHIN* WRONS.FATKER' 
yOUR HAND'S SMAKINtt LIKE 
A LEAF* 
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MAN y THOUSANDS OE Ml IBS AWAy^. 

in the united states at Tue sequestered 
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EMINENT CHlMINOLO&li,T, )S CONDUCTING- 
THEFWAl EXAMINATIONS FOB MS CLASS... 
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HURRY. (_BT'S SET AVAV 
FROM HERS; DOT &HOT 
VOU FIRED Vll_l_ PROB- 
ABLY BRIN4C DER. 

ANV SECOND 1 
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UNTO A P/NQHY, THE #£» 
[(rOBS.'.i u 




AND NOW, MV 

HCILING- 

0EAUTY... 

WE'ULHAVE 
SOME PUN, 
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STYLE.' 



on rue orue/z &pe of tm& 

/St-ANP AS CAPTAtN HCU& 
PKUNA&MLV SWILLS NAT/VS 
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TELL OUK C* 
PEOPLE THEY/ 
MUST NOT _^/ . ^0 
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—AND THEN, OVERSIDE on the sinking I 
SUB, COMES THE WEB'P — ' — < 



~ THEIR" ATTENTION 
DISTRACTED B> THE WE 
SUICIDAL. APPROACH, 
THE NAZIS CiiiL TO SEE 
THE MAIlBOAT C0MIN4 
UNTIL IT IS TOO L.4T6- 
ThERE 6 A RENTING 
TSaRiNJ CBA5H A3 
THE MAit. BOAT'S PZDv, 
5PLITS THE SUB'S 
PeCHPLATES • 



f this time. m» 1 

PFElETO. YOuE - 
: NUMBER IS uPi 
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IT |5 ALL OVER IN A SECOND- • 
THE NAZI CAPTAIN is NO MATCH 
FOE The WEB— hE COLLAPSES' 



ThOu=hT HEP BE / »ES 
MORE TROUBLE <,FATh£C' 
.THAN THIS/ NOW 



I AM'SuRE WE HAvE\ 
PONE Ri&hT. WEB' IT iS' 
TEui_> WRITTEN- 'THOSE 
WHO LIVE Bv THE svvoer)/^. ~} 
Shall PERiSm Bv it- Jgk * f 

/'AHOV FAThER 
l JOhN--iT'5 
.ME, THE 

JmailBO,4T 

fc><MPPER I 
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7 ANOSOENOS ThE 
(SkEIN OF THE WEB. 
SPUN IN HATS AND 
MURDER AND 
WHOSE THREADS 
ENMESHED THE 
SPINNER I 
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SUICIDE ... OR MURDER? 



A WEB STORY 

by SCOTT FELDMAN 



T^HERE were similarities. 
•*■ One — Martin Miller, aged 
55, a successful business man, 
who built up a huge chain of 
ten-cent stores. A very nervous 
man, Mr. Martin Miller — as 
nervous as he was keen : as ir- 
ritable as he was intelligent. 

Two — Jonathan Cook, prob- 
ably the most sensitive and in- 
tellectual playboy on earth. Son 
of society. Age, 32. Very ner- 
vous. 

Three— Eric Wilson, 25 . . . 
a student, a bespectacled seeker 
of knowledge. Very nervous. 

Three different men, and 
similarities. Each of these men 
had been rich; each of these 
men had been nervous ; and all 
of these men — were dead. 

On Monday, Martin Miller 
leaped out of the window of 
his ultra-ultra business office 
and was crushed to death on 
the pavement eighty stories be- 
low. On Tuesday Jonathan Cook 
spoiled the fun of all his society 
friends by not showing up for 
a swank party. He didn't show 
up because he had leaped oft 
the roof of his penthouse apart- 
ment the previous night. And 
on Wednesday, Eric Wilson fol- 
lowed suit by throwing himself 
out the window of his apart- 
ment on the tenth floor of the 
quiet Hotel Winslow, located 
just two blocks from the uni- 
versity. 

John Raymond came into the 
case because Eric Wilson had 
studied under him in a Psy- 
chology class. 

Raymond obtained permis- 
sion from the police and visited 
Wilson's apartment at the Hotel 
Winslow. Nothing had been 
touched, and the room was 
really a most unusual sight. 

The furniture was expensive 



and sturdy. Tasteful pictures 
lined the walls. The curtains 
were perfectly fitted to the 
color scheme of the entire suite. 
It was a beautiful apartment 
— or rather, it had been a beau- 
tiful apartment. 

For someone had taken a 
paint brush and slashed heavy 
red lines around the place. Red 
flamed from the walls, from the 
tasteful pictures, and from the 
curtains. 

John Raymond didn't under- 
stand the red paint, then. He 
questioned the hotel manager 
and learned that as far as was 
known the paint had been 
smeared around the apartment 
during the night of Eric Wil- 
son's death. It hadn't been 
there when the woman had 
cleaned up that same evening. 

John Raymond went next to 
Jonathan Cook's home. The 
apartment was untouched. Ray- 
mond walked over to the wall, 
and flicked the lamp switch. 

No light went on. 

Raymond flicked the switch 
up and back several times, but 
still no light appeared. He sum- 
moned a servant, who told him 
that the bulb had been perfectly 
good when tried the evening 
before Jonathan Cook's death. 

"I'll put in in a new bulb 
for you, sir," said the servant. 

While Raymond waited, the' 
servant secured a new bulb, and 
a step ladder, and went to 
work. He screwed out the old 
bulb— and gaBped. 

"What's this?" he said. 

Someone had coated the bulb 
over with black point. 

John Raymond still didn't 
get it, but he was beginning to 
understand things just a little 
better. 



He went to Martin Miller's 
business office. 

Martin Miller had had the 
habit of remaining to work long 
after his staff had gone home. It 
had been on an evening such as 
this that he had leaped out of 
his window. 

Martin Miller's private office, 
too, had been left untouched, 
and once again there was paint. 
This time it was phosphorescent 
paint, and it was daubed in 
jagged, lightning-like lines over 
the dark-green walls opposite 
the window. 

The newspapers had men- 
tioned the paint in Wilson's and 
Miller's apartments, but they'd 
sketched over it so casually 
that Raymond hadn't realized 
its importance. He realized it 
now. 

Some weeks before his death, 
Eric Wilson had come to John 
Raymond for advice. 

"My nerves are shot, and I 
want to visit a psychiatrist," 
Wilson had said abruptly. "Can 
you recommend one to me, 
Professor Raymond?" 

Raymond had been amused. 

"Come now," he'd said, "your 
nerves aren't thai bad!" 

"They are. Professor," Wilson 
had said, quietly. "Can you 
recommend a psychiatrist to 
me?" 

And s'till Raymond hadn't 
taken him seriously. "Well," he 
had said, with a smile, "news 
papers always mention this fel- 
low Vincent Bastell as being 
one of the best. Why don't you 
try him?" 

"I will," Wilson had said, and 
gone out of the room. 

And now Raymond realized 
that he should have taken Wil- 
son seriously. In lightly recom- 



mending Bastell, he was partly 
responsible for young Wilson's 
death. 

Raymond had one more 
place to visit — Vincent Basiell's 
psychiatrical office. But this 
time he was going as The Webl 

He was lucky. He arrived at 
Bastell's office when the psy. 
chiatnst was alone. 

He burst through the locked 
door, slammed it right open 
at the hinges. 

Bastell had obviously been 
working late. Papers covered his 
desk. He leaped to his feet, and 
said. "What's going on here?" 

"There was a possibility that 
you might refuse to see me," 
The Web said, "and I didn't 
want to waste any time argu- 
ing." 

Bastell had a bulldog face, 
and he thrust his pugnacious 
chin upwards. "I recognize 
you, Web," he said. "What do 
you want here? I haven't com- 
mitted any crimes. I'm a per- 
fectly respectable " 

"Have you read about the 
Martin Miller, Eric Wilson and 
Jonathan Cook suicides?" The 
Web cut in. 

"I have." 

"Very well." said The Web. 
"Then tell me something. Isn't 
it true that all three of these 
men were your patients?" 

"So what?" Bastell said, 
flatly. "As a matter of fact, they 
all were, at one time or another. 
It's just a simple coincidence, 
that's all." 

"Coincidence?" The Web 
smiled. "1 don't think so. They 
weren't suicides, Bastell — they 
were murders." 

"Murders!" Bastell's face had 
gone white. 

"Murders. Bastell," The Web 
said again. "Murders that you 
committed." 

Bastell dropped into his 
chair. "You're crazy," he said, 
thickly. 

The Web smiled, his eyes 



frosty, humorless. "Let me see 
if I've got it straight," he said. 
"Your patients have to tell you 
hidden and personal facts — be- 
cause a psychiatrist has to know 
everything about a patient and 
his family and friends before 
he can effect a cure. You've 
been using these facts for 
blackmail purposes. Right so 
f.,i?" 

Bastell said nothing. 

"These nervous men and 
women who come to you must 
certainly reveal some useful 
facts," said The Web. "But oc- 
casionally, some of these pa- 
tients get out of line . . . and 
then you have to take care of 
them." 

With a quick movement, The 
Web darted over to Bastell's 
record cabinet and began to 
thumb through the drawer 
marked, Patients. Bastell rushed 
at him, but The Web shoved 
him back into his seat 

The Web selected three 
cards. The cards were marked 
simply: 

Eric Wilson — father mur- 
derer. 

Martin Miller — f r a m e d 
partner; got exclusive rights 
to business. 

Jonathan Cook — forged fa- 
ther's will to make him ex- 
clusive heir. 

"So that's what you had on 
'em, eh?" The Web commented. 
"Eric's father was a murderer 
— I take it Eric paid plenty to 
see that the fact didn't become 
known to his friends. Miller 
framed his partner; and Cook 
forged his father's will. Very 
amusing." 

Bastell watched him now, his 
eyes blazing. 

"These three patients acted 
up at once— and you had to 
kill all of them," said The Web. 
"Your murder methods were 
quite clever. You worked on 
their phobias — the fears which 
brought them to you in the first 
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place. Everyone of us has some 
little phobia, some little things 
we're afraid of,' like the dark, 
for example — but the fears of 
these phobia victims are exag- 
gerated . . . made so horrible in 
their own minds that it haunts 
them day and night. Eric ap- 
parently suffered from hemato- 
phobia — which is. as you know 
pretty well, fear of blood. You 
entered his apartment as he 
slept . . . and got him into a 
hypnotic trance. Then, while 
he was still in this trance, you 
made him open his eyes and 
look at the blood-red 'paint on 
the wall, which you'd just put 
there. He was so horrified and 
filled with his phobia that his 
only desire was to get away 
from there . . . and he took the 
easiest way: the window." 

Bastell's eyes had become 
watchful now, dangerous. 

"You worked the same trick 
with the other two," continued 
The Web. "With Jonathan 
Cook, it was nyctophobia, hor- 
rible fear of darkness. You got 
him into a trance, and made him 
go and flick the light switch. 
He knew the light was good be- 
cause he'd used it before going 
to sleep, and when he flicked 
the light and nothing happened 
because you'd painted it black 
since then, his hypnotized mind 
thought he'd gone blind. He 
raced around and around and, 
while still under your control, 
he went right off the penthouse 
roof. And Miller, finally, had 
astrapophobia, fear of lightning. 
By painting lightning-like ob- 
jects on the wall opposite the 
window with luminous paint, 
and dulling his mind with your 
hypnosis, you made him run di- 
rectly away from his fear . . . 
right through the window . . ." 

Bastell leaped, with the des- 
peration of a doomed man . . , 
but The Web was ready for him. 
His fist smashed twice against 
Bastell's face, and the psychi- 
atrist went down. 

The Web's work was over. 
He lifted the phone and called 
the police. 
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Down thwlT , 
_ 'the ases the lps' 

r END OE WEREWOLVES 
/HAS WAD ITS.STROW3EST, , 
/HOLD IN PRAtJCB .AND NOW, . 
]A NATION TORN AND BLEED- 
/lNO.PI?0%TBATE UND6E THE 

iceuawiNS heelqc the nazi 

I HORDE. FRA.NJCC 

RNDS IT5ELF SuajeCT- 

leo to still another horrorj 

IMORE HORRIBLE THAN THE 
\ WORST DEATH CONCEIVED 
JN THE BESTIAL BRAIN C<= 
VTHE CONQUEROR iS 

TtTHE WEREWOLF 
OF PRANCe' 
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OCCUPIED FRANCE ..IN A SOUTHERN 
PROVI NCE .THE" PLAINT 
IVE WAIL OF A HOUND 
ECHOES. THROUGH 
THE MOONLIT 
NJI&HT 



N THE VILLAGE BELOW 
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BRUNO' BARKING A' 
[TlJe MOON 'THE SISN 
OF THE WEREWOLF 



IN ALL HIS. WEIRD FURY 
TUB WEREWOLF 
APPEARS, HALF MAN. HALF- 
I WOLF, SINISTER, FRISHTEW 
IMS 




A'! 



ZB. BULLETS 
• HAVB NO EFFECT 
Me IS A DEMCW'.i 



(LATER IN THE 
•UNDERGROUND 1 
\HEACQUARTeRS OP PIERRE , 

AN A3BNT OF FIGHTING 

FRANCe 



LLlSlNCl 



IWWlLC IN AMERICA 



Nca 



ZlSlS 
'"FIGHTING FR, 
STATION ZERO 
^CALLING AMERICA 

.ARE VOu • 

»^» THERE — 

'*«1V AMERICA t 
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,'THE WEREWOLF STRIKES 
AGAIN AND AGAIN .'BUT ONLY 
'AT FRENCHMEN IN UNOCCUPIED! 
|FRANCE . NO GERMANS.' WE 
.NEED YOUR MELP, 

MONSIEUR,' 
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BY MILITARY 



CALkCO 

»£NCB_ 

''VOU KNOW MOST o£\ 

the stoi?y can you 
do something 

about this 

were. 

WOLF?/*" 



I CERTAINLV ^ 
i, COULD U&B VOU * 
|F VOU COULD 
„=>PEA< FRENCH.' 







NEXT MORNINS. \ 



LOONEY.' WAKE UP.' y 7 zZlX 
WE GOTTA FINISH / *f F D rWf2 
OUR FRENCH ^\f^>Sff' 

lessons f r >? N s«r" 



BUT INSTEAD OF FRENCH 
f&TEEl STERLING'S VOICE 

&OOMS FROM THE PHOf^O- 
>RAPH ...,' 



> 



V 




'^^ 
^^^ 




MELLO.YO 
LINGUIST" I'M SORRY 
COULDN'T WAIT 'I'LL 
JAKE YOU OW MV AA^THAT WAS 
n NEYT TRIP/JO^ A DIRTY TRICK, 
1/1 J\A A.M\l\N -1UST WHEN I WAS 
^VA^fLEARNING WHAT 
1/ VL'AMOUR MEANS.' 

K 



BETTER HIDE THIS 
BOAT IN TME RUSHES.', 



THIS IS THE REQiOM WHERE THE^" 
V/EREWOLF IS MOST OFTEN 
SEEN ILL JUST MIDE 



%- 



THE BOAT 
AND 



v. 
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SUDDENLY- A PIERCIN3 

SCREAM OP HORROR W ,,/* Z?A<fW THE 

AND STEEL LOOKS * /s(R* f T r A WERE 

UP TO SEE . 



WEREWOLF ' 



h 
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ITHE WEREWOLF LEAPS. 



3T^ 



HELP.' 
MON DlEU.' 
HELP.' 






then twe zippins figure op the man of 
Steel, as he charges to the rescue 
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VOU'VE DOME 
ENOU«H KILLINS. 
VOU LX5LV SON" 
OP SATAN.' 




f 



IN THEVILLJ 



WHERE CAN 

i find Pierre , 

PASCAL^ 



'SACRC'ONLY LE BOnV^ 
DlEU KNOWS,' HAVE 
YOU NOT HEARD T HE 
I WAS SEIZED BY THE 
WEREWOLF . HI& HOUSE ' 
16 2E LAST ONE ON 
2 IS BLOCK' 



so the werewolp sot Pierre 
'ehtcurioos how that CREATURE 

iONLY GOES AFTER (SERMANY'S 
\ENEMIES.. I'LL HAVE A LOOK 
^ AROUND PIERRE'S PLACE. 1 
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THE 



^W 








A RADIO! 

'clever of Pierre^ 

V il TO CONCEAL IT IN 



» WEREWOLF 

HAS STRUCK FZ . - '.jA ^JWI& WINE CASK > SAV,, 
AffiAIN.' ..jJIiO, V? 5 *^**^ THIS THING 

Vv?£ -' l >s. 'SON 



. A REPORT - 

REACUESUS,|N 
PARIS (THAT THE 
WEREWOLF WAS 
JUST SEEM 
STALKINS THE 
ROOFTOPS' 



v -' < 
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PARIS.. THAT'S^ 
TWO HUNDRED 
MILES AWAY 
FROM HERE 
HOW MANY OF 
THEM ARE 
TUERE* 
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LATER IN THE 
DANK 6EC6SS] 
OP A PARISIAN f 
CA = E 



OU1, WE, JACQUES, 
I COULD STRANGLE , 

I ze werewolf 

LWI2. MV BABE 
MAN DC' 



VOU ARE 
BOASTFUL , 
MON CHERE/- 



HAVE MOU 
l ACTUALLY 
ENCOUNTERED „ 
iZB WEREWOLF? 



'*4 



ME i JACOUE 

auT yes., i 

'^EESH HE 
WAIRE HERE 
■> NOW.' 



ZEN 
"ACCOMPANY 
ME HOME ' I AM 
'AFRAtD TO WALK, 
ZE STREETS 
^AT NISWT .♦ _ / <7"WIZ. 

PLEASURE! 
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.THEY STROLL. 
{THROUGM CROO<ED ALLEVWAYS 

WELL, I CERTAINLY TALKED 
' LONG AND LOUD ENOUGW. I, 
' MY HUNCH IS RIGHT, I 
'SHOULD BE ON THE 
l>,RECeiVlN4 END OF 
I ^ VISIT PROM 
IT GOON.' 



iyTte 



WHAT IN... 
rHE WEREWOLF ^ 



rh 



'/A 



%^ 



, IUBSA 
MONKEYS UNCLE 
'WHV DID THAT CREA' 
/tore take the GIRL 
'ANP LEAVE M6 ALONE 
THAT'S SOMETHING 
I DIDN'T FIGURE 
ON 
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WOW. I WOULD LOSE THEM^ | WMILE FURTHER ALONG , 

THE WEREWOCF E*e>EI?TLV 
[TREADS WIS WAV THBQ'JGH 
"THE MAZE Ot C^ANNEL^ 





YOU WILL BE PAID BACK FOR 
ALL THE PAIN AND MISERY YOU'VE 
[ BROUSHT UPON THE FRENCH 
PEOPLE.. WE'LL TAKE CARE OP 
YOU .VERY EFFICIENTLY.* 



m 



POLLY VOO 
FRAWNSAY.' 
LE MAY -ZONE 
THE HOUSE 
LE 

^HEY.LOOK' 
..STEEL'S 
iACK.' 



'STILL PLUS- 
,«INB,EH BOYS /well! 
THAT'S ONE THING 
'OO'VE SOT IN COM 
iMON WITH THE 
WEREWOLF 
YOU BOTH 
MURDER THE 
PRENCH 
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CES'T LA 6UERRE , 
ET LES TROiS MAO- 
NlFIQUE HOMMBS... 
: *|OOR..*ORRY...W*. 
*• PORSOT OURSELVW 
FOR A MINUTE. WHAT 
WE'RE TRYING TO 
SAY IS THAT STHEL 
STERLING AND HIS 
TWO SUPEP STOOGES, 
CLANCY AND LOONEY. 
TANGLE WITH THE 
AXIS POWERS AftAJN 
N THE NEYT ISSUB 
OF ZIP COMICS 
DON'T FORGET TO 
GET YOUO. COPY! 
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B^iTlS-H FLt£.T 
WAS MADE tV 
* COTJPS 

/77<g ... T*'E fiKiT 

' 8V. DAVID BuSuMElL 
BLA-iTEp 
BRiTi^^ FLA£ 

IU MEW /OBK 
WAR. 3 OR / 



(& 



&V&G? 



i{ ' 



r. 



TIAM4 

l\ '-t PtOfLe t>r HICU ©AMX 
' M.TUALLV CLE' 

FILLBP #77/7 £W£ 
P£TAIS/ 





H6 OREAT NAPOIBON . COfJQUEtfOR 

WAS DEATMV 

afraid of mrs/' 
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THE STARS SHINE DOWN-ON CRIME! 



A STEEL STERLING STORY 



TT WAS night. The stars gleam- 
A ed out of the depths of black- 
ness. Alec Ben Lunar, better 
known as Looney, was doing a 
little star-gazing on his roof 
through a large telescope. 

"Boy, you can see miles with 
this. Steel. You wanna look?" 

Steel Sterling said nothing.- He 
was lost in thought, looking sky- 
ward, thinking: "That moon that 
shines so peacefully over here, 
is lighting the way for bombers 
all over Europe. I wish more peo- 
ple would think of that when 
they " 

"Come on. Steel, you're missing 
something!" Steel rose to his fen, 
end glanced through the finder. 

"Say. where" ve you been point- 
ing this? Is that the moon I'm 
supposed to be looking at? It 
looks a lot more like Tom John- 
ston's back yard on Elm Avenue!" 

Looney glanced at the indica- 
tor. "Gee, I'm sorry, Steel," he 
murmured, "I must have knocked 

against it, or lomethin'i Here, 
leinme fix it so's you can see " 

"Wait a second," interrupted 
Steel. "Looks like a couple of 
prowlers are noseying around the 
Johnston's place! Let's get over 
there right away!" 

"Sure, I'm right behind you, 
1— b-but it's two and a half miles 
sway! My feet aren't what 
they " 

Not waiting for Looney's hesi- 
tant reply. Steel grabbed hold of 
him, and with the letter's thin 
frame firmly tucked under his 
arm . . . Steel Sterling zipped off 
into the night towards Elm Av- 
enue. 

Tom Johnston's house was 
quite still when Steel arrived. 
"We'll go round the back," he 
whispered, "H-hey, wait a second, 
1 . . . " "Sh-»h-«h!" cautioned 
Steel! Cautiously, The Man of 



Steel hurried round to the far side 
of the' house. 

"H-hev Steel, p-please . . ." 

"QUIET!" Steel Sterling began 
to become angry. 

"B-but all I wanted was for 
you to put me down. Steel! I'm 
still under your arm!" Moments 
later Looney tapped his friend 
on the shoulder: "Look! In 
there!" Sure enough, a pencil of 
light was darting about in the 
upstairs room, furtively sneaking 
along the walls and ceiling as if 
searching for something. Instinc- 
tively Steel started up the lattice- 
work outside the sun-porch. A 
cloud fled along the sky, ob- 
scuring the full moon and casting 
a deep shadow all over the house. 
Steel gained the roof of the porch, 
and softly crept round the far 
end. Suddenly the cloud passed, 
and he was caught in the full 
light of the moon. 

"Hey! Whaj do you think 
you're doing U|i lliere?" ll was 

the shout of a policeman. A po- 
liiiman whose voice was oddly 
familiar. 

"Better not stop to explain or 
they'll get away," whispered 
Looney from behind. Steel nod- 
ded silently. 

In the flash of an instanl, he 
dove through the upper window 
and swept into the room. "Down 
the hall!" Like a juggernaut, 
Sterling swooped out of the dark- 
ness upon the prowlers. He lash- 
ed out into the inky-blackness, his 
fists thudding against two forms. 
Grunts and oaths filled the air. 

Suddenly from below, the 
front-door was heard to open. 
Someone came bounding up the 
stairs. "It's that cop," thought 
Looney as he hung onto one of 
the intruders. 

That moment the lighls were 
flashed on and two shots rang out. 



Bullets whistled over Steel's head. 
The policeman uttered a sharp 
intake of breath, a red stain crept 
down his dark blue jacket, and 
he tumbled flat on his face. 

"It's Clancy!" cried Looney in 
dismay. That second's hesitation 
enabled the marauders to escape. 
But they hadn't counted on Steel 
Sterling — like an uncoiled cobra 
he was after them. 

"CLANCY! CLANCY! Speak 
to me!" Tears of anxiety in his 
voice, Looney bent over the re- 
cumbent form of his friend. 
Clancy opened his eyes slowly. 

"L-Looney, I guess they got 
.me! So long, p-pal!" 

When Steel Sterling returned, 
dragging the two unconscious 
forms after him, he found Loon- 
ey lying beside Clancy, weeping. 
"CCIancy, th-they got him!'' 
Looney went off into tears. 

Steel dropped his burden and 
swiftly crossed to Officer Clancy. 
He bent down and sniffed sus- 
piciously at the latter's jacket, 
rhen he Icli hi* pulse. 

"He only fainted," he an- 
nounced. "Wipe that cherry soda 
nfl' his tunic, and let's get down 
to headquarters with these two- 
bil crooks! The bullet hit a soda 
bottle he had in his pocket." 

Hours later when the three of 
them galhereH <>n Looney's roof, 
Officer Clancy, turned sheepishly 
to his pals. 

"1 don't know what could have 
come over me. 1 clean forgot 
about that bottle of cherry soda." 

Looney was manipulating his 
new telescope. 

Suddenly a voice from a corner 
of the roof made him stop. It was 
Steel Sterling, still watching the 
stars. Quietly he said: "Be sure 
to keep that telescope aimed at 
the moon, Looney! There's le»» 
trouble brewing up there!" 



ai.ur.ight! 
this i-) a raid! 




SHOULP know better 

THAN TO TRV TO ROM 
A SAMBLIN6 JOINT RISHT ON MV 
B8AT (SET UP ASAINST THE WALU 

AND <S|VE MV MEN YOUR „„— i 
NA.MES AMD ADDRESSED.* 
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THAT GOES FOR TOU TOO,i 
AH KIM ! GET ON THAT , 
LINE!.. ..YOU'RE NO 
EXCEPTION*! 










BLACK JACK AND THE POLICE 
(COMMISSIONER RUSH FORWARD- 



HOLY CATS'. DO TOO KNOW 



JUMPIN...I HE'S... DEAD.'!! 
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'YES 
(MUROOCKV 
lWMO is 
HE' 






/HE'S AH KIM... 
T"HE RICHEST 
BUS MEU - 
chant in the 
icity. gambling 
was his only 
vice ..and he 
didn't do much 
of that! i . hey 
something's 

fr\ WRITTEN ONI 
■kS*THlS CABO^y 



^Sfci 






■"V* 



*»Vi 



I DON'T GET IT, muRDOCK. 
FAN TANS THE NAME OF 
THIS CLUB ISN'T IT? WHAT, 

DOES IT MEAN ? 



'V' 






WAIT A MINUTE... ILL FIND OUT 
k SOMETHING/ANY OF YOU GUYS KNOW A 
AAAN CALLED PANTANJ?, 



b 



FAN TAN'S ACHINESEB 




CARD GAME ?OWE OM 




THESE GUYS WOULD ( J 




RATHER PLAY IT V 


)K9. 


THAN SLEEP. GUESS ^ 


It? f 


THIS IS ONE OF M 




THEM GAM6.LIN& M 




. MURDERS-,' ^^^ 


Li N ; 



9 



SILENCE.' 



A 



^ 




**\ y 



LET ME HANDLE TH\4, 

MURDOCK.'VOU MEW -YOU 

HAVE YOUR QV/ti CODE 

OP HONOR, AND IF YOU 

WON'T TALK ..WHY, YOU 

WON'T .' BUT JUST TELL 

ME ONE TWINS DO YOU 

LTHINK AH KIM CHEATED 

AT FAN TAN T 




NO NO '. AH 
KIM WAS 
A.H HOMEST 
MAM.' 



'HE WAS WEAt) OF THE 
'CHINESE WAa RKLIEC 

<0 HE WOULDN'T CHEAT 
*E PLAYED CARDS FOR 
RELAXATION ONLY.' 



I'M NOT SURE 
THIS IS JUST A 
SAMBLINS MURDER 
DO YOU KNOW 
WHERE AH KIM, 
LIVED, MUROOCK.S 



SURE ' ME LIVES WITH 
HIS OAUS.HTER , LOTUS 
RIGHT NBVT TO HIS 
STORE AT 72 DO* 1 ' 




. wni 




/N© CHANCE R3R V 
\THIS PELLOW! HE'S] 
\ PLENTY DEAD!/ 



^ 



f 



eh 



SUPPENLY.-.L 



JYES, MY PRIEND...HE5) 
>EAO ! AND YOU'RE 
.NEXT ! 



>A>±± 



A 



TRYINCS TO FIND OUT WHO PAN TAN/ 
IS, ARE YOU ? WELL, THIS IS 
f\Y CALLING CARD! 



THEN HOWT^*" 
[ABOUT THIS] 
KIND?. 



M 





'\ DON'T LIKE THAT, 
tKlND OF CALLING 
CARD PAL"/ 



Wa 



ira 



/TOUR REPUTATION 
POR CLEVERNESS 
IS GOING TO BRING 
I ABOUT TOUKDEA7H 1 
I'M NOT TAKING 
ANY CHANCES ON 
.TOUR, SOLVING 
>TWIS CASE], 



rso STEP! 

ksioe,quo<*J 



•OW LET'S SEE. -SHE 
SAID HE LIVED 
HERE ABOVE 

THE CLUB., 






'ah: there's^ 
[my friend fan' 

TAN NOW!, 



■v! 





ymm. 


____X-/OON'T 8EtJ| 

, ^ ON TWAT,<| 

JV£AN TAN )f, 


1 SUDDENLY. [ 


^HOLVgATSl 


YOU WHITE RATJ 
J-LL KILL v OlKM 


wFw. 



\\m 



<!SV 



[FAN TAN, EH? . 
■ WHY, YOU'RE 
A... 






| hi$ p eer. . . 

E'S &GHt : 

»JT |T poSS^'T 

WATTOt.THI* 



^a*e /* 
, 5olvbp: 



BLACK JACK 
MAKES SOME 
PHONE CALLS, 



XT 



because ive discovered Vioulo have done the 
'= j rorm sehino this ./murders was someone 



FAN TAN 

case: 




£li 



who knew about the 
chinese relief fund ivnoney. 

, yes that business about 

1 cheating at 
cards was 
Just an at- 

TEMPT TO 
COVCfl UP AND \ 
k HlDE THE « 
THEFT' 



I 
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I THOUflHT ABOUT THAT AMP 
WONDERED WHO WOULD 
HAVE KNOWN ABOUT THB 
'MONEY. IT HAD TO SC A AAAN, 
FOR I'D FOUGHT UUITHRaN 
TAN AND I KNEW HE WAS 
A MAN'. Sing LEE WAS 
DEAD. WHO ELSE THEN 
WOULD AH KIM TRUST' 



l> 



..■' 



THE NEIGHBORHOOD COP. 

OF COURSE! EVERYSOOY TRUSTS*) 

THE NEIGHBOR.HOOP COP' I 

YOLTR6 FAN TAN,MURDOCKi 

YOU'RE THE KILLER; 



WHAT ARE YOU 
TALKING ABOUT? 
YOU'RE 

«Az.Y! 



A 






I <NEW FAN TAN 
. , WAS A WHITE MAN 
V WHEN I SAW HE HAP <5HOKT] 
^ MANICURED NAIL'S, A 
CHINAMAN OF THE OLP 
SCHOOL VVOULP HAVE 
k NAILS AN INCH LON& ' 1 



% 



f^7A\ * 



1 DON'T KiD 
YOWMBLF 1 
PA.I 






// 




all ri&ht? but 

,^. .NOBOPy HERE 
Y OU RE ON >/ WILL EVER I ll/F 

tour, wa-y to \t£ tIll' 

THE HOTSEATlN 1 ' 



'<£ 



&v 



If 



FUNNY-A MAN LIKE 
MURDOCK TURNING 
KILLER. HE WAS A 
FOOL TO STEP ON THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE 
FE NCE . AS A LAW 
OFF ICE Ce HE HAD A 
GREAT CAREER AHEAD 
OR Hl/V\ . AS A KILLER 

HEJSACC6 onlv..DCat'm! 



.^> 



s*Z\ 



@ 



s» 



«• 



£ 



1-^ 



wt? 
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wuROER IS 
iNTHECAROS 
NEXT 

IS*UE .. 
THE STRANGEST 
MURDER OF . 
BLACK JACK'S 
CAREER. «u 
THINK FANTAnJ 
JWAS PAN&EROU5- 
WAIT TILL VOU 
MEET BLACK 
JACK'* 

NEX.T 
OPPON&NT 



'r^END 



'Of 

pr 



or JANUARY 



COMICS 
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WILBUR- TAKE THIS ANTIQUE 
COPPEE GRINDED. DOWN 
TO THE REDCOOSS AUCTIOI 
ON THE CHURCH LAWN 
I PROMISED TO 
DONATE ITl 



AAISHT AS WELL TA<6> 
Wf BRAKE DOWN TCXp 3 

MP. SAND AND/^*— ^ > 

HAVE IT Piyetf 
«THEte — 5T7:" ■! 
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<50SH-IVE GOT TO^ 1 
<SCT HOME BEPORE 
THEY DELIVER 
.THAT GRINDER 

AND ..._ 



'FEUAS.WAIT. 
I QOTTA. 
HEV/ 
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BOY! IF WILBURCNLY KNEWTHE 
MAN IN THE STRAW WAT WAS 

HIS DAD..- MR. WILKIN... 



%UESS I WAS 

PRETTY LUCKY 

|TO SET THIS TOR 

'lO.' THE Wl 
SURE USE 

TO BE 

CRAZY 

ABOUT 

THESE 




THE mFFFE >. /YOUR BICYCLE . 

SRINDER\!WOWf 7 me *n your flvou all rismt! 
AND HERE'S fjBiOtLE has no »hcre take 

THE BRAKE Tofe P ? T "J- ON 
fvMY BIK.E? 





NOTICE! 

_tDlNft L6AC6 
TO INFLATION..- 

INFLICTION LEADS 

TO TURMOIL 

TURMOIL LEADS 

TO CONFUSION, 

AND IF YOURE 

NOT CONFUSED 

NOW LET US 

ADO THAT THE 

NEXT ISSUE OF 

ZIP COMICS 

LEADS TO MORE 

LAU&HS WITH 

WILftUR. — 

COMICS* BIG 

LAU&H NOVELTy? 



FOR THIS TRRDEMRIW: 
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FEATURING 

THE SHIELD 



PEATURINS 

STEEL STERLING 



^^~ 



FEATURING 

THE HAN6MAN 



FEATURING 

THE SHIELD a«° 
THE WIZARD 




FEATURING 

POKEY 
OAKEY 



FEATURING 
-The 

BLACK 
HOOD 



ML J LEADS THE WAY/ 
REMEMBER-WHEN BETTER MAGAZINES ARE 
PUBLISHED.MLJ WILL PUBLISH THEM/ 
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THERE'S NO DOUBT A&OUT IT..., 
THIS IS ZOOM O'DAYS MOST COCKEYED 
ADVENTURE. IT ALE STARTS INNOCENTLY 
ENOUGH— WITH ZOOM AND HIS PAL, 
LIVERLIPS. GOING ON A MISSION FOR 
THE MARINE CORPS GENERAL . 
6U1 6EFORE ZOOM IS FINISHED... WHY, 
■^\HE'5 NOT ONLY TANGLED WITH 
lADOLF HITLER- HE ACTUALY 
* BECOMES 

ADOLF HITLER? 
YOU DON'T GET 
IT? WELL.THEN, 
BEAD ON THATS 
ONE SURE WAY 
O^ FINDING 
OUT WHAT WE'RE 
TALKING ABOUT; 




imsidb the 
commanders 

OFF)CE . r ., 
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ACH, DER COUNTRy 
AROUND HERE l&S 
BEE-OO-TIFUL. 







/rOUARE VONDEBING VHY |\ 
HAP PAID YOU A VISIT? YE$?| 
NO? YES! IT ISS BECAUSE 
I HAP PECIDED TO DBOP 
PAMPHLETS OVER PUSSI/ 
_ SUPERVISING DEI? 
PROPPING MYSELF. 
"LEVER- ? YES ! 




Y~\ VI5HY0UALL 
DERLUCKIN 
DER VORLDT! 
HEIL HITLER" 



I AM HITLCRU 
I VILU6E0T 
THROUGH! HEIL 1 . 




IHOWM l 0OIN' ; CMUM?, 
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MOtYCATS! THB 
OE-AL FUEHRER 
MAS ARRlVEP... 
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WHO WON THE WAR./ 

e/otoh ho. /S3//4 of the 

TREHCH AX/W /$ SA/P TO HAl/E 
WRNEfi THE r/PE OF THE 
MR MI EMM DEFEAT 70 
V/CTOEV BVC*MWA/6AM£MfiE 
EROM THE EEE/VCH MAjOE 
THE0U6-H THE GAS 4NPSHEU 
E/UEP A//? TO THE EtfEtfC// 
UEA&QUARTEE'S... THE HOTE 
BE0UM7HELE TO fERDC/M 



V WORKlMfr IN PAIR* 
RAT* HAVE BEEN KNOWN 
TO STEAL E&6S glGC-ER-THAN 
THEt/ COULD CARRY ALONE.. ONE 
WILL. LIE ON HIS BACK HOLD- 
ING- THE E&G BY WIS FEET - 
ANOTHER DRAGS HIM BY THE 
TAIL/ 




VIE 
NO* 
I 



THEIR BCSH4 TAIL TO KEEP THEIR 
E AND FEET WARM IN COLD WEATHER 





A PORPOISE WMTIES 
TO EXPRE55 EXCITE- 
MENT OR FEAR / 



.»/£»;* 




»ACt it 



lORTUNATE IS THE 
LAND THAT CAN CALL ON 
MEW AND WOMEN ALIKE 
TO DEFEND ITS 80R - 
DERS . HAPPY APE its 

people .secure- in the 
knowledge they're 

ALL HELD TDS6TH5<f 6Y 
THE COMMON BONO OP 
FREEDOM. 

THE HALL OF FAME IS 
PROUD TO AWARD ITS 
PALM QF THE MONTH 
TO RUSSIA'S FIRST 
HEROINE, MARIA 

BAIOA... 



A 




ARIA BAIDA 



YOUNS RUSSIAN G\KL 
AWARDED THE CfcPCR 
OF LENIN FOR BRAV- 
ERY... 



/ / 




Ll/INS UNDER 
THE RUTHLESS 
RULE OP TUE 
CONQUER:NS 
NAZIS THE 
STAKVfNS PEAS 
ANTS OF OC- 
CUPIED RUSSIA 
AVIDLY HAR/EST 

THftlR OKIE 
REMAININS 
CROP OF 
WHEAT... 




AT LAST! WHEAT OF 
OUR OWN THAT WILL 
MAKE BREAD FOR US 



? 






ONIV THE > 
S DON'T FIND 
AND RO&Al 
ASA IN !^i 
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OUT AS THOUGH TO MOCK THEIR FERVENT 
HOPES, THE 9KTV SUDDENLY DAR<ENS,. . 
THE SHADOW OP A NA2.I PLANE LOOMS. 



Iff • Jl ; 






!$*/»•• 



/f ; 




,y» 



\ 



K<\ 



^ 






V v . 



/ 



^>'MB& 



*f*S THE PEASANTS FLEE 
lh THE NAZJ PLANE SUDOENLV 
RELEASES A STREAM OP 
FLAMINS OIL .., 




/y -' 



OH. LORD.' WHAT 
'ABE WE GOIWS 
TO DO? 



THIS WLL IMP(?OVE 
THE FLA/OR OF THE BREAD} 
NO END! HA HA HA-'. 
7 






I CAN'T 
BEAR THIS ANV^v. 
L0N6tR - I'LL Kr^l , 
SO MAD ' J FM1H .'WBlu 

W'N OVER THOSE 
1 BEASTS But we 
JEVER 
NE iNf M 



*'•> 






yES, we'll 
WIN / 6uT 
WHEN T 



'.' 



HOW MUCH LONSER 
ARE WE TO ENDURE 
...WITHOUT FOOD? 





, HAVE A ^£&^ 

PLAN AND YOU'LL 
ALL HELP / WELL S€T 
A TRAP FOR 
THESE ^^~ ! 
BEASTS/^^A'-'' 1 "/ 



J 



ill 



^ L 



f 



*y/ 
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*g£ X^'JU a, MAKD AS TME>,'AZ l_S_RJN CFF j I BUT AS THE PlAUF 






LUCE TO STEAL ,„_ 

WOULD -^TCOME BACK COW^ 

YOU? —-/^^iAROS ' Itt SHOW 
you HOW STPOWS 
y/e RUSSIAN 
WOMEN CAM 




PAC8 57 




PACI 58 



JT WAS FOR SUCH FEATS AS 
THESE. FOR HER UTTER SELF- 
LESSNESS AND BRAVER/ 
THAT MAMA BAIOAWAS DECOfiJ 
ATED WITH THE ORDER OF 
LENIN.THE HIGHEST AWARD 
TO BE GIVEN A RUSSIAN 
HERO... 




To 



M3u, NNfcRtA BAIDA 
A2> V MBOUOF BB.KVE 
WOMANHOOD IN 
DEMOCRACIES THE 
WORLP OVER . . . FOR 
yOUft COURAGE AND 
PlSHTlNO SPiRlT.ZIP 

comics i* proud 
amd honored to 
award you its 
palm of the month? 



MARIA BAIDA... 

ZIP'S HALL OF FAME 
SALUTES YOU? 




\ / OUCH.' NOW I'VE GONE AND DONE IT.' THESE 

CHARACTERS WERE BEING SAVED AS A SURPRISE/ 
OH, WELL, NOW THAT THE CAT'S OUT OF THE BAG, YOU 
MIGHT AS WELL KNOW THAT YOU'LL FIND ALL OF 
THESE —AND ME TOO /--IN THE NEW... 



"V " 



'^r. 



ARCHIE 

COMICS! 



d 



si 



6 



hiva.sang? 
MB - I'M 
*QUO»MV 
. 0-woin<. 



I'M KINDA BUSV 

LOOK INS FOR A 

CLUE RlSHT NOW- 

BUT CLL PAUSE 

JUST FOR ONE 

.MINUTE TO TELL 

vou THAT I'M 

•UMBIE THE 

vBBe-T6CT/VE' 



*AND JUST CALL 
ME CUBBV ,ICIDS! 
DON'T FORGET I 
SURE WANT TO SEE 
YOU LOOK INS ACROSS 
THE RASE AT MB .. -SO 
SET YOUR COPV OP 
ARC Ml E COMICS.' 
IT'LL BE AT YOUR 

PERMIT ME Tot^*^ ^ 
INTRODUCE MYSEtF> 
I AM JUD&B OWL 
.. QUITE A WISE OLD 
FELLOW, EVEN IF I 
^DO SAV SO MYSELF.' 






&L 



ATTENTIcIn^MER 
ANSWER TO THE THOUSANDS OP 
LETTERS THAT WAVE POURED IN... 
THE MILLIONS OP LAUSHS THAT 
HAVE ROC<ED THE COUNTRV / 
ARCH I £ IN A MAGAZINE OP 
HIS OWN. ON SALE SOON. LOOK 
POR IT / • 
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MEET THE EDITOR 




HARRY SHORTEN 



ONE bright April morning 
about a million years ago 
—or anyway, it feels like a 
million years ago — I meander- 
ed over to 60 Hudson Street, 
to begin work as assistant 
editorial director for the M.L.J. 
comic magazines. 

I took the elevator up to the 
third floor, and started to enter 
the M.L.J. offices at Suite 315. 
At this point, a man came roll- 
ing out and almost knocked me 
over. 

The man wat clutching a 
manuscript in his hand, and he 
looked as though he had just 
fallen off a roller-coaster and 
landed on his head. _, 

Halfway into the long hall 
which precedes the outer office, 
I tangled with another man. 
This fellow had an artist's 
portfolio under his arm, and he 
looked like he'd fallen off the 
same roller-coaster. 

I later learned that both 
these men had just emerged 
from a story conference with 
Harry Shorten, my new boss 
. . . and that they'd had their 
bad ideas tossed out so quick- 
ly and new ideas added so 
quickly that it sent them away 
pretty much dazed. 

Well, maybe I'm exagger- 
ating a bit. Maybe a story con- 
ference with Harry Shorten 
doesn't produce such mind- 
whirling effects. But I do know 
that H.S. has the peculiar 



by SCOTT FELDMAN 

knack of considering a story 
and getting right to the basic 
wrongs, if any. You can call 
him a hard editorial master, 
and you can call him a slave- 
driver, but his habit of work- 
ing with artists and writers 
through every stage produces 
the best comic stories publish- 
ed. You know what I mean if 
you read his magazines. 

Here are some personal de- 
tails: 

Harry Shorten's a young fel- 
low, twenty-seven or twenty- 
eight. Height, 5-1 li' weight 
about 190; all muscle. I re- 
member my first impression 
when meeting him. "Here," I 
said to myself, "is a guy I'll 
never attempt to poke in the 
snoot." I wasn't surprised when 
I learned later that Short had 
starred on the New York Uni- 
versity football team (been 
All-Eastern, in fact) and had 
later played pro football in the 
American League. 

Unlike many people in the 
writing business, who pounded 
typewriters while biting their 
teething rings, Harry Shorten, 
up till the time he entered col- 
lege, had no idea that he was 
headed for a literary career. 
But he was on . the football 
team at NYU, and this gave 
him an idea for a book called, 
"How to Watch a Football 
Game." He wrote the book, and 
the book was published. It had 
a spectacular sale . . . and this 
made him think more seriously 
about writing. He began to 
write sports stories for the pulp 
magazines in his spare time. 

All this while, he was con- 
tinuing his college work as a 
Geology major, and by the 
time he had graduated with 
honors, he'd sold so many 
sports stories that he'd lost 
count. 

Well, he was out of college 
now, and while he was waiting 
for something good to develop 



in the geology field, he con- 
tinued to write more sports 
stories. Then someone asked 
him to write some stories for 
the comic magazines. He start- 
ed on these, and was so suc- 
cessful, that before he knew it 
he'd been made editorial direc- 
tor up here at M.L.J. Shortly 
afterwards he was offered an 
excellent position in Washing- 
ton as a geologist, and he re- 
fused it. . . . 

At present, he manages PEP 
COMICS, ZIP COMICS, TOP- 
NOTCH LAUGH COMICS, 
HANGMAN COMICS, JACK- 
POT COMICS, and SHIELD- 
WIZARD COMICS. Editing 
two . magazines is a man-sized 
job ; Short edits six, and handles 
his work capably. He accounts 
for his ability to get all his 
work done on deadline to Irv- 
ing Novick, Bob Montana, Paul 
Reinman, Carl Hubbell, "Red" 
Holmdale and all the other 
crack artists who work for him. 

Short's a settled married man 
now, with a beautiful wife 
named Rose, and a fifteen- 
month-old daughter named Me- 
linda who is the sweetest, 
swellest, cutest, loveliest, most 
wonderful and amazing baby 
girl on earth. (Honest, this 
description is strictly my own 
opinion. The fact that Short is 
holding a baseball bat near my 
head as I write has nothing to 
do with it.) 

To sum up, it's a pleasure to 
work for the guy. Yessir, I — 
wait a minute! 

SCOTT FELDMAN— 
COME HERE.'.'!! 

Ulp! I guess he's found out 
about that spelling error I 
missed when I proofread that 
Shield story. All right, I'm 
coming. I'm coming. Keep your 
shirt on. 

$$$fc"**llll There must b« 
an easier way of earning • liv- 
ing) 

Coming, boss. . . . 



kopls America) 
can do without!/ 

NO.t.THE CASE 
OF SILAS URIAH! 



^i\ 



i .e.;.. u.'m 

TTB 

b a si 

H 9 3 F pj^fc 
















tut 






Letting me entertain . 

-TOUR MEN, MR.WOL.fJ ) P^y l^fRe ,.~GN 
8Y THE WAY— COULD Sjfc^J^ H|- 
YOU SUGGEST A PLACE 
V WHEHE I CAN GET 
r MYSELF SOME 
JSLEEP? 






^^ 



ALL. THE PLACES ARC 
OWNED BV THAT OL.D 
MISER, Si i-AS URIAH, 
^ LET'S fc-II THE TOWN LI.NDI.ORQj 
SEE SOMEjVYOU'LL. HAVE TO GO TO 



f^OREl 



him! 



HA HAl 

HE'S A 

SECOND, 

HOUDINI. 



JZ 



J>age W 

n WAfc DIRECTED HERE 

andtol.dthat you 
could you house me for the 
night.' have you anv„ 
rooms? 

EP! CLEAN, C 
py- PRICE ssoo, 

ANIGHT. PRICED, 
C50 UR VOU 
KK-OIAl' DE- 
FENSE ANC 



MOST OF THE ROOMS 
RE TAKB-4-BUT 
THERE'S OKJE L.EFT 

AT THE END OF 
THE HALL.' HAVE 
A LOOK FOR YOUR' 




TIP 



THKMK5? 

THIS OUY LOOK 

SATISFIED 

MY MONEY- BUT 

U_ 5TI LL TAKE 

A LOOK AROUND 



GREAT GHOSTS 1 THIS" 
S WORSE THAN THE 
SLUMS- LET'S HOPE AT 
LEAST HE'S GOT BED 5, 
INTHlS FORSAKEN 
HOLE * 



fSf 



'WHAT' ANOTHER^ 
I TENAKT! JUST 
> HOW MANY DOE" 
THAT URIAH, EX.- 
J»ECTTO SfTlCK., 
IN HERE? 



r BV THE LORD HARRY.'. 
[WOULDN'T BELIEVE THIS IP 
HADNT SEEN IT MVSELF.'; 
I'M <30lN<3 BACK TO 
URIAH AND HAVE A 



[STALK 



WITH 



HIM 



YOU KNOW 
WHM' SOYOU DON'T^THERE ISN'T 

LIKE my rooms/ocavTanv othir 

GO SOMEWHERE ELSE'/PLACE TOGO 
GET Out! , ^THOSE oc- 

9UT ©UT.VfPENSE WORKER^ 

OOT 









. 



«AV« 

.TO 



%z 



Ptf 



S/ 



TAKE 
WHAT 

you 

SlVE 
EM 






(SET OUT 

you., you 

TRAM F> ! 

fa 



R> 



M» 



TAKC MV HOUSEW 
MY CHARM \N' ^Z--—~ • — ^. / Oh! 

[COMFY HOMES?.'//! CANT, EH?"V OHf DEAR 
sYOU CAN'TOO f'SvELL, I F YOU \ME' WHY 1 
SILAS URlAH?\THIS TO /DON T PAY THESE\THAT 



THIS IS JONES g *~gl^r- T MORTev-.6ES BV 
THE BANK PRESIDENTT// I FOUR OCLCCK.. . % 
I HAVE BAD NEWS )// )YOl; LOSE YOUR 
RORYOU! I AM NOT// [ HOUSES.' 
RENEWING YOUR ^i 1.SET ME? 
MORTGAGES ' -M^ 



A 



NAMES WON'T 
HURT ME, URIAH, 
YOU Ml c ^ r <, BUT 
WHL 'HE CLOCK 
STRIKES FOUR 
YOU'D BETTBR 
HAVE "THE 
MONEY 



<m 



Il»"i 






i/i 



ft? 



V 



a 



r- 



<r 



mV*- 






MOVING OVERHEARD THE 
ONVER.SATiCN.ZAMBINI 
DECIDES TO PAY JONES 
THE BANK. PRESIDENT 
Aim INFORMAL rtl 



WHO? WHAT T 

'OH- VOU MUSI 

fcPE ZAMBINtf 



II 



/ES.2AM&INI' URIAH'S 
'A SRA^PinS MONjEV-MAOi 

wretch' that's WWV 
ive decidedtcend 
his mortgages... 
either he buvs these 

E£i OuT Ri&h~ 
OR HE LOSES 

1HEM ' 



PAC.E 6 3 



MEANWHILE IN mi-j COuS " 
HOUSE. POOR SH.A«3 uRiAh IS 

OVERCOM E WITH Q flEP 
THAT'S SREAT^' OH MV hCuse* 
MR JCnES SmvCXjPlE* TENEMtNTS 

AND .'M GOif^sT THAT i/UlTiiRE,jOnE5. 
TCbCE rl£ OOEiMl /<KjO^V^ I nivEN'l 60T 
PAV OFF r \^_A ^ l ™ HA 1 C ''■-'■■ '-■ -- ■■'-■ 1 ' 

'"" V - T ; } WT > ^Btk.'^' ,f ''lf 






AH' I AIN'T LICKED j 

VET I I'LL 

JACX UP My 

TENANTS' 
RENT, AN P 
MAKE 'EM V] 
.OAV CASH'iU 



■A-I^M 



f 



<F 







*- 



L 



_i_ 



ITOH 1 TROUBLE' 
•►TROUBLE ■ 

here comes 
the landlord. 

AND HE'S WHlt>7- 
.INC .THAT'S 



JAC<IN 
'/Eft RENT' 

pav up — HUH^r please, mr" 

/OU-- AGAIN. ./URIAH I CAN'T 
7 WHAT DO YOU SPARE THE 
' WANT HEREJMQNEV NOW.' 
ILL HAVE II AI 
pME END OP 
IThE MONTH.' 



EtAO 



i Ta ta 



•X - •- 






A} 



<">" 



IIS SILAS 

. IS Quite a 

CHARACTER Jj 



y 



LOOK.' I WANT" 
MONEV-nOT B>'i 

CuSES' EITHER 
PAY NOW OR 

SETOUTI _*-- 



Q L. 



,H 



s 



I 



/M 



A 



•'" 






S All 



/C<j 



l-U 



jfASREEDY PiG. I 'hAVE SOME 
k MON .aSSAVImS 

Fcra ClC-t hinG FOR 
• THE ChilDREn' aha 

WHV Pt-NNlES' 

HCvV Dip ThEv set 
ier6\? 



r —\ 



'' 



I 






.y 1 



ttS T t4E MON g y-Cft>afc&" ' 

-A.N0LOR& DA.SHES UP- 
STA1M , ZAMBINI 
FlNGE'R'a HIS N\A£iIC 

, .AMULET. 
NOW I'LL VJftNDTHEN.. 




PACE 65 




Hey JONES, 
you crook! 
i60t the .moneys 
and it a.int 

FOUR YET, 
HEW,' 




'AGE 66 



THOSE TWO^| 
JERKS 1 1 /" 




VE.S, FRlENDSSlLAS 
"CURIAM WAS ». WAR 
PROFITEER, WAX-IN6 
FAT WITH GREER OUR] 
COUNTRY I SAT WAR! 
WE CAN DO WITHOUT 
MEM OF HIS EVIL. 
BREED.' LET US ALL- 
PITCH IN AMD PULL 
TOGETHER FOR. 
VICTORY. ONE FOR 
ALL AND ALL _^ 
F ORONEIIj/^-J 



